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WATTYY 
Second LAMENTATION, 
A New S O N G. 


Tune, Guardian Angels. 


0 Orthy Freemen now afliſt me, 
=, che dear- bought work I love 
P—r-ch, Oh! how long l've miſs' d thee, 
Help me Powers below— above. 
Conccal my faults ye Common. council, 
Faich 1 love ye to deſpair, 
"Tis for you I live, 
'Tis for you I grieve, _.... 
O leave not Watt. but prove fi incere, 


Round the MOOR at ni ght III wander, 
That vile ſource of all my woe; 
Near that fatal, cursd INCLOSURE, 
Which F—w—r ſaid we ſafe might do: 
Aldermen all wicneſs for me, 
Oft repeat the Oaths I ſwore. 
If ye neglect me, 
Or can for; get me, 
Then I muſt never rule ye more. 


Do ye love and yet forſake me 
Burgeſſes, for Men more true? 
It you do, Il die in ſorrow, 
Ard will curſe che happy tuo. 
My deepeſt Mine ſhall:ſoon receive 97 75 
No more the cares of life purſue, 
Bur the'p great St Nicholas bell, 
Soon Fab. town around ſhall cell 
Wir has bid che world ws 
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